LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF H.  TAINE
year ? You used to tell me so, and I did not listen to you, for I was lost in the contemplation of Man in himself. I am now where you are, but I have kept my former opinions on human nature and my deep love for a thing so beautiful, so vast. These two feelings are by no means irreconcilable, for it is one more reason for looking down on men to see that, with such a perfect essence, they only succeed in being fools, frenzied lunatics, or knaves.
It follows that my love, drawing back from particular objects, tends towards general or ideal things, such as works of Art, Humanity as a whole, and especially Nature. I felt this more strongly yesterday than I have ever done. I was at the Jardin des Plantes, in a deserted corner, and I was gazing at a slope covered with young wild grasses in bloom;   the sun shone through them, and I could see the inner life circulating in the slight tissues and raising the strong stalks ;   the wind blew and swayed all that harvest of thick growing blades, of a marvellous beauty and transparency.    I felt my heart beating, and my whole soul throbbing with love  for that great,  strange,  and beautiful Being which we call Nature.    I loved her, I love her now, I felt and saw her everywhere : in the luminous sky, in the pure air, in that forest of living animated plants, and especially in the quick and uncertain breath of the Spring breezes.    Oh !   why was I not away from dusty Paris, away in the free and lonely country !    Why do I love Nature so ?    Why, when I see her, am I moved like a lover in the presence of his mistress ?    Why am I filled with a calm and perfect joy ?    Are Nature and Man but one thing ?    Do they, at certain moments, return to the primitive and absolute unity from which, alas for them !
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